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^0*. Then muft your brother die, 
Ifi* And 'twer che cheaper way : 
Better it were a brother dide at once, 
Then chat a fiftcr, by redeeming him 
Should die for eucn 

Afig* Wtx$ not you then as cruel! as the Sentence, 
That you haue flinderM fo ? 

ffit* I gnomic in ranfome,and free pardon 
Arc of two houfes : Uwfull mcrcic, 
Is nothing kin to fowle redemption* 

&Ang* You feetn d of late to make the Law a tiranr, 
And rather piou'd the Aiding of your brother 
A mcrrimcnt 3 thcn a vice. 

/ft. Oh pardon mcmy Lord, it oft fals out 
To haue, what wc would hane, 
Wc fpeake oot what we itieane ; 
I fomething do excufethe thing 1 hatc ? 
For his aduantage that I dearely louc. 
*Arig. Weareallfraile. 
Ipt* Elfe leuny brother die, 
If not a fedarie but pnely he 
Owe, and fncceed thy weakneflev ■ 
Ang. Nay,woraen s arcfrailc too, 
I fa. I, as the giafies where they view rhemfelues, 
Which arc as eafie broke atthey make fovi»cs j 
Womenf Helpe heauen \ men their creation mar re 
In profiting by them :Nay, call vs ten times fraile, 
ForJWe are loft, as our complexions are, 
Afid credulous to falfe prims*, 

Ang* I thinke it well : . i 
And from thi* tefliniOLite of your owndfex 
(Since I fuppafe we arc made to be no" Wronger 
Then faults may ftiakeourframcs) let _nje -behold; 
I doarreft your words. Be that you arc* . 
That is a woman j ifyoubemorc,you*r none* 
If you be one (as you are well exprcft 
By all external! warrants^ fhew it ivow, 
By putting on the deftin'd Liucric. 

Ifit* 1 haue no tongue but one; gentle my lord, 
Let me entreate you Cpeakc the former language, 
Ang* Plainlie coiKeiue J.loueyou, 
Jfk, My brother did loue Juliet , 
And you tell mc that he fhall die for*U 

Ang. He fhall noi Jfa&ett iiyow gmc me lone, i 
Iff. 1 know your vertue hath a licence in'c. 
Which fecmes a little fouler then it is, 
Topluckeou others/ 

Ang, Belceue me on mine Honor, 
My words expteffe my purpofe. 

'/fit* Ha? Little honor, to be much beleeuNJ, 
And rnoft pcrnitioifs purpofe : Seeming>fceming* 
I will proclaims thee *Angelb y looke for't; 
Signe tne aprefent pardon for my brother, 
Or with an out-ftretchc ihroate lie tell the world aloud 
What man thou art, 

Ang. Who will beleeue thee IfiMl ? 
My vnfoild name, th'auftccreneflc of my life, - 
My vouch a gain (1 you, and my place i'th State, 
Will fo your accufation oueivweigh, 
That you fhall ftifle in your ownc reporr^ 
And fmell of calumoie; I hat}cbegun, 
And now I giue my femfuall race, the reine,-* 
Fit thy content to my iTiarfs appetite, 
Lay by all uieetie^ and proli^ious blufhes 
That banifh what fchcy fue for :' Redeemethy brother, 
By ycelding vp thy bodietomy will, 
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Op elfe be muft not onelie die the dfcath, 
But thy ?nkindnefii (hall bis death draw out 
To lingnng fuffef aiace : Anfwcr me to morrow 
Or by the affection that now guides me aioft, 
Heproue a Tirant to him. As for you, 
Say what you can ; my falfe, ore-weighs your true, £^ 
I ft. To whom fhould I eomplairic ?DidI ccll thi " 
Who would beleeue me ? O perilous mouthes 
T hat beare in them, one and the felfefamc tongue 
Either of condemnation, or approofcj 
Bidding the Law make curt fie to their will, 
Hooking both tight and wrong to th'appetke, . ■■ 
To follow as it drawes. He to my brother, 
Though he hath falne by prompture of che bloody 
Yet h ath he in him fuch a mindc of Honor, 
That had he twentie heads to tender downe 
Ontwentiebloodie blockes^heeld yeeld tbemvp 
Before his fifter fliould her bodic ftoope 
To fuch abhord pollution- 
Then ^fo^liue chafte, and brother die; 
c< More then-our Brother^ is our Chaftitic- 
He tell him yet of Angelas requcfi, 
And fit his minde to death, for his foules reft, £ xi; 
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Enter DtfJ^ Cla#d?o> and Trvmfi* 
Dn* So then you hope of pardon from Lord Amk\ 
\ Cla r The mi fer able haue no othei: medicine 
| Eutonely hope : l J hauc hope to li^and am prepaid to 
] die. 

Dnkf* Be abfolute for death r either death or life 
j Shall thereby be the fweeten Reafon thus with life : 
] If I do ]oofe thee, I doloofeathincr 
[ Thar none but foolcs would kcepe : a breath thou aitj 
f Seruile to^all the skyic-influeuccs, 

That doft this habitation where thou keepft 
| Hon rely afflicT: i Mecrely, thou art deaths foole, 
| For him thoulabourftby thy flight to fhuri, 
| And yet runft toward him ftil!. Thou art nonioble, 
\ For all th'accommodationsthnt thou bear ft, 
Arc nurft by bafeneffe : Thou'rt by no meancs vaiiigCj 
For thou dofi feare the foft and tender forkc 
Ofa poore worme ; thy beft of reft is fleepe, 
And that thou oft prouoakft, yet groflclie fearft 
Thy death, which is n6 more. Thou art not thy felfe, 
Forthouexifts on manie a tboufand graines 
That iflueout ofduft, Happiethou art not, 
For what thou haft not, Rill thou ftriu'ft to get, 
And what thou haft forgctft. Thou art not certaine, 
For thy complexion fhifes to ftrange effefts, 
After the Moone : If thou art rich, thou*rt poore. 
For like an Afle, whofe backe with Ingots bowes ; 
Thou bearft thy heauic riches but a iournie, 
And death vnloads chee; Friend haft thou none. 
( For thine owne bowels which do call thee f fire 
1 he meereeffufion of thy proper loines 
DocurfethcGowtjSapego, and cheRheume 
For ending thee no fooner.Thou haft nor yeutlyior age 
But as it v^ere an after-dinners fleepe 
Dreaming on both, for all thy blefled youth 
Becomes as aged t and doth begge the almes 
Of palfied-Bld : and when thou art old, and rich 
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?! make chy riches pieafant : what . yet id thi. 
Seare/the S ameoflife? YetintbisUfe. 
Lie hid moe thoufand deathsryet death wefeare 
JkM makes thefe oddes, aileuen, 

CU. Ihumbliethankeyou. 
To fue to liue, I findc I feeke to die, 
And fecking death, finde lift : let it come 
Enter ffaMU. 

/^Whaciioa? Peace heerej Grace.and good cam. 

P prk Who* there f Come in, the wiflideferues a 
welcome. 

1 m ke. Deere fir, ere long lie vtfit you againe. 
CZ* Moft b plic Sir, I thanke you. 
m My bulinelTe is r a word or two with Claudto. 
frh And veriew r elcom : looke Signio^hcrc/iyour 

fifter, I , . 

2>^ 4 Prouoft^aword with you* 

fro, As manic as you plcafe^ 
D^Bring them to hcare me fpeak.W'herel may,be 
concealM. * A 

Cla. Now filler, what's the comfort ? 
ff*. Why, 

As all comforts arc: moft good, moft good indcedc, 
Lord Angelo hauing affaires to beau en 
Intends you for his fwift Amb^dor, 
Where you Qiall be an eucrlafting Leiger ; 
Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed, 
To Morrow you feton. 

flan. Is there no remedie? 

If$* None;butfuch remedie,as to faue a head 
To cleaue aheartin twaine: 

€lm** But is there anic ? 

Ifa, Yes brochcr, you may Hue; 
There U adiuellifh mercic in theludge, 
if you'l implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death* 

CU* Perpetuall durance? 

Ift t I iuft» perpetuall durance, areftraint 
Through all the worlds vatfidttie you had 
To a dccerminMfcope- 

€lm. But in what nature? 

J fa. In fuch a one, as you confenting too'c, 
Would barke your honor from that trunke you beare ? 
And leaue you naked* 

Clm. Let me know the point. 

Jfa. Ohj I do feare thee CimdtQ v and I quake, 
Leaftthou afeauorous life fiiouldft entertainc, 
And fix or feue t winters more refpeft 
Theu a perpetuall Honor* Dar'ft thou die f 
The fence of death is moft in apprchenfion, 
And the poore Beetiq that wetreade vpon 
Jn corpptdllfufferance, finds a pang as great* 
Ai when a Giant dies • 

CI& Why giue you me this Oiame ? 
Thinke you I can a rcfalution fetch 
From flawne Eendejneffe ? If J muft die, 
1 will eacftiyiter darkneffe as a bride, 
And huggeit in mine armcs. 

. Vj/iThere fpake my brother : there my fathers graue 
Did vtter forth a voice. Yes^thou muft die; 
Thou.art tpo noble,j:gjCQnfctue a life . SJ 
InbafeappliaiKcs. this outward fainted Deputie,/ 
Whtrfp ^tied vifagc, and deliberate woi d 
Nipiyouthi^bhead.aRdfolJicsdoEh emmew 


As Falcon doth the Fowle, is yet a diucl] : 
His filth within being caft,hc would appcarc 
A pond, as deepc as hell. 

C/rf. Thcpren^ic, v<»^/i7 ? 

Ifa* Oh 'tis the cunning Ltusrieof hcJl^ 
Tbcdamneft bodietoinueft,andcouer 
In prenzie gardes ; doft then thinke CUudist^ 
If I would yeeld him my virginitie 
Thou might'ft be freed ? 

Cla w Oh hcauens, it cannot be. 

J ft. Ye£,he would giu*t thee; from this rank offence 
So to offend himftilL This night's the time 
That I fhould do what I abhorre to name, 
Or eife thou dieft to morrow, 

CUtt* Thou fhalt not do'c, 
Ifa, O, were it but my life, 
Tde throw it downe for your deliueranc« 
As frankely as a pin, 

Clm* Thankei deere IfubtlL 

/ft. Be rcadie Claudw^ foryour death to morrow. 

Clan* Yes, Has he aftcftions in him, 
That thus can make him bite the Law by th nofe, 
When he would force it ? Sure it is no finne. 
Or of the deadly feuen it is the leaft* 

lfa m Which is the leaft i 

C/rf- li it vyere damnable^ he being fo wife, 
Why would he for the momentarie tricke 
Be pcrdurablie finMe ? Oh Jft&tS* x 

Ifa, What faies my brother? 

lid. Death isafearefull thing. 

/yi. And fhamed life,a hatefuIL 

CAi. I, but to die , and go w c know not where, 
To lie in cold obftru&ios^and to rot, 
This fenfiblc warme motion, to become 
A kneaded clod ; And the delighted fpiri* 
To bath in ficrie floods, or to redd c 
In thrilling Region of thiekc-ribbed Ice, 
To be imprifoRM in the viewleffe wirides 
And bbwne with reftieffe violence round about- 
The pendant world : or to be worfe then worijfc 
Ofthofe, that lawlefte and incertainc thought, 
Imagine howling, 'ris too hornbIe n 
The wearieft,and moft loathed worldly life 
That Age, Ache, periury, and imprifonmenE v 
Can lay on nature, is a Paradife 
To what we feare of death. 

If*. Aia$ 3 alaj. 

Cla. Sweet Sifter, let me liue. , 
What finnc you do, to faue a brothers life, 
Nature difpcnfei with the deedc fo farre, 
That it becomes a vertuc. 

Ifa. Oh youbcaft, 
Oh faithleffe Cov^ard, oh difli«neft wretch, 
Wilt thou be made a man, ou c of my vice ? 
Is p t not a kinde of Inccft, to take life 
From thi neowne filters flume f What fhould! tbinkr, 
Heauen fliield my Mother plaid my Father fairs ; 
For fuch a warped flip of wildernelfe 
Nere iCTu d from bis blood. Take my defiance, 
Die, periCh : Might but my bending downe 
Rcptceue thee from thy fate, it ftiould p(:aceed€ a 
lie pray a tboufand praieri for thy deaths 
No word to faue thee. 

04* flay heare mc IfalnB* 

Jfs* Oh ge, fie, fie: 
Thy fimi's not accidental!, but a Trade 5 
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